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P R OL OG E. 


Spoken by Mr. HAVAR D. 


A N antient ſage, when death approach'd his bed, 
Conſign'd to Pluto his devoted head; 

And, that no fiend might hiſs, or prove uncivil, 
With vows and pray'rs, he fairly bril'd the Devil : 
Yet neither votus nor pray rs, nor rich oblation, 
Cou'd always ſave the fmner—from damnation. 

Thus authors, tottering on the brink of fate, 
The ceritick's rage with prologues deprecate 3 
Yet oft the trembling bard implores in vain, 
The wit * turns out a dunce in grain: 
No plea can then avert the dreadful ſentence, 

He muſt be damn'd—in fpite of all repentance. 
Flere juftice ſeems from her ſtraight line to vary, 

No guilt attends a fact involuntary ; 
This maxim the whole cruel charge deſtroys, 
N.. poet ſure was ever dull—by choice, 
So pleads our culprit in his own defence, 
You cannot prove his dullneſs 1s—prepenſe. 

He means to pleaſe — he owns no other view; 
And now 2 you ꝛvith — a ſea-ragout. 
A aih—howeer you reliſh his endeavours, 
| Keplete with a variety of flavours : 

MA flout Hibernian, and ferocious Scot, 


Together boil in our enchanted pot; 


To taint theſe viands with the true fumet, 

Fle ſhreds a muſty, vain, French—martinet. 

This flale ingredient might our porridge marr 

| Without ſome acid juice of Engliſh tar. 

To rouſe the appetite the drum ſhall rattle, 

And the deſert ſhall be a bloodleſs battle. 

l hat heart will fail to glow, what eye to brighten, 
When Britain's wrath arous'd begins to lighten / 


Her thunders roll — her fearleſs ſons advance, 


And her red enſigns wave ver the pale flow'rs of France. 
Such game our fathers play d in days of yore, 
Apen Edward”s banners fann'd the Gallick ſhore ; 

M hen Howard's arm Eliza's vengeance hurl'd, 

And Drake diffus'd her fame around the world : 


R 0-6 VF. 
Still ſhall that God. lite flame your boſums foi , 
The gen rous fon ſhall emulate the ſire; 
Her antient {plendor England ſhall maintain, | 


O'er diſtant realms extend her genial rei gn, 


And riſe==th" unrtval'd empreſs of the main. 
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. E R 8 ONS repreſented. 


HEARTLY, a young gentleman of Dor- | 
ſetſhire, fn love with HARRIET, MM Ther 
Brusn, his ſervant, T5 Mx. Pala 2 | 


Champ NON commander of a French 
8 | Mr. Plake: 
 OcL appt, an Iriſh lieutenant in the 7 85 
F rench ſervice, 5 Mr. 7 _ 
'MacLavmorr, a Scotch 3 in the 3 M. 

French ſervice, 1 


Lyon, lieutenant of an Engliſh man of 


war, Es Ine Fefferſon. 


 HavuLyYARD, a midſhipman, Mr. Beard. 


Brock, a ſailor, e Mr. Wodward, 


HARRIET, a voung lady of Dorſetſhire Fn 
betrothed to Hea ARTLY, Miſs Macklin. 


Soldiers, Sailors, Cc. 


SCENE, on land a F rench ſhip hing at 1 on the wo 
| 7 Normandy. 


Jobnſton. | 


* 


with ſea-water 
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OR, THE, 


A R S of Old England. 


ACT IL 
$CENE 1. 
 HEARTLY, BRUSH. 

DRUSH, : 


FELL, if this be taking diy EP Ts on the water, 
God fend me faſe on E ngliſh ground! and if 
ever I come in light of the ſea again, may a 
watry grave be my portion,——Firſt, to be terrified 
with the thoughts of drowning—8 :condly, to be toſſed and 
tumbled about like a foot-ball—Thirdly, to be drenched 
Fourthly, to be {tunk to death with 


pitch and tar and the ſavoury ſcent of my fellow-ſufferers 


——Fifthly, to be racked with perpetual puking » till 
c my guts are turned inſide out“ — And fixthly and 


laſtly, to ve taken priſoner and plundered by! the French! 3 


B HEARTLY, 
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HEARTS YT. 
Enough Enough 


BRUSH, 

Enough !—aye, and to ſpare—l wiſh I could give part 
to thoſe who envy my good fortune—But, how will the 
good Lady Bloomwell me ralize when ſhe finds her daughter 
Miſs Harriet is fallen into the hands of Monſieur de 
Champignon? | D 

"HEARTLY. 

No morc—that refleQion alarms me !—yet I have 
nothing to fezr—as there is no war declared, we ſhall 
fon be reicaicd : and in the mean time the French will 
treat us with their uſual politeneſs. 

B RUS H. | | 

Pox on their politeneſs ! ah maſter! commend me to 
the blunt 1incerity of the true ſurly Britiſh maſtiff— The 
raſcallion that took my purſe bowed fo low, and paid me 
fo many compliments, that I ventured to argue the mat- 


ter in hopes of convincing him he was in the wrong— 


but he ſoon ſtopped my mouth with a vengeance, "by 
N a cocked piſtol to my ear, and telling me he 


inould hate the honour to blow my brains out 


Ant 5 It thoſe polite gentiemen begged leave to ex- 


change hats with me—A third fell in love with my ſilver 


inoe- Leeb that very individual nice buttock 
of beef, which 1 tad juſt begun to ſurvey with looks 
Gi defire, after the diſmal evacuation I had undergone, 
was ravithed from my fight by two famiſhed French 
wolves, who beheld it with equal joy and aſtoniſhment. 


HEARTELY. 
1 moſt confeſs they plundered us with great dexterity 


and diſpatch; and even Monſieur de Champignon the 
commander did not keep his hands clear of the pillage An 


inſtance of rapaciouſneſs I did not expect to meet with 
in a gentleman and an officer. Sure he will behave as 
ſuch to Harriet! | 


BRUSH. 


Faiih ! not to flatter you, Sir, I take him to be one 
of thoje fellows v-ho owe their good fortune to nothing 


leis than their good works—He firſt rifled your miſtreſs, 
and then made love to her with great gallantrybut you 


was in the right to call yourſelf her brother —if he knew 
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you were his rival you _ paſs your time very diſagree- 
ably. 
HEART LV. 

There are two officers on board, who ſeem to diſap- 
prove of his conduct ; they would not be concerned in 
robbing us, nor would they ſuffer their ſoldiers to take 
any ſhare of the prey, but condoled Harriet and me on 
our misfortune, with marks of real concern. 

BRUSH, | 

You mean lieutenant Oclabber and enſign Maclay- 
more, a couple of damn'd renegadoes !—you lean upon 


a broken reed if you truſt to their compaſſion. 


HEART L V. 

Oclabber I knew at Paris, when I travelled with my 
brother, and he then bore the character of an honeſt man 
and a brave officer The other is an Highlander, ex- 
cluded (1 ſuppoſe) from his own country on account of the 
late rebellion; for that reaſon, perhaps, more apt to 


pity the diſtreſſed, —I ſee them walking this way in cloſe 


conference—While I go down to the cabin to viſit my 


dear Harriet, you may lounge about and endeavour to 


over-hear their converſation. [Exeunt. 


SCE NE . 
ocrAnν—̊, MACLAYMORE, 


's Tad L ABB E R. | 
Arrah, for what? ] don't value ie bent de Cham- 


pignon a rotten potatoe ; and when the ſhip goes aſhore, 


I will be after aſking him a ſhivil queſtion, as I told 
him to his face, when he turned his back upon me in the 


cabin. 


MAC LAV M 0 R E. 
Weel, weel, maiſter Oclabber, I wonna tak upon 1 me 
to ſay a together ye're in the wrang but ye ken there's a 
time for a' ” things ; ; and we man gang hooly and fairly 


while we de under command. 


B 2 derABBER. 


4 THE REPRIS AL; OR, 
OC L AI EN. 

You may talk as you plaiſe, Mr. Maclaymote—you' re 
a man of learning, honey. Indeed, indeed I am always 
happy when you Pare ſpaiking, whether I am aſleep or 
awake a gra. But, by my ſhoul I will maintain, after 
the breath is out of my body, that * the Engliſh plea- 
ſure boat had no right to be taken before the declaration 
of war;! much more the priſoners to be plundered, which 
ys know i is the prerogative of pyrates and privatcers. 

MAC L AY MOR E. 

To be ſure, the mag of nations does na preſcind that 
privilege in actual war: for ye ken in ancient times, the 
victor teuk * 72 lia 55 and in my country to this 
very day v. ollow the auld practice, pecudum prædas 
agere.. Bat, tien, ye man tak notice, nae gentleman 
wad plunder a Ieddy—awa' „ awa'!—ne for ſhame! and a 
right ſonſy damſel too. I'm ſure it made my heart wae, 


to ſee the ſaut brine come happing o'er her winſome 
checks. | 


oOo 1. A B B ER. | 
| Devil burn me! but my bowels wept ſalt water to ſee 

her ſweet face look fo forrowful!==och | the amr po 
creature !|—{he's the very moral of my own honey, dea 
Sheelah o'Shannaghan, «whom I left big with child in 
« the county of Fermanaghan, grammachree!“ — 
Ochone my dear Sheelah | 00 Lock here, ſhe made 
„ me this ſword belt, of the ſkin of a ſea wolf that I 
“ ſhot at tie mouth of the Shannon—and I gave her at 
* parting, a nun's diſcipline to keep her ſweet fleſh in 
order och! my dear honey captain (cried ſhe) 1 thall 
never do penance, but I will be thinking of you“ 
Ah! poor Sheelah, ſhe once met with a terrible 3 
tune gra: we were all a merry-making at the caſtle of 
Ballyclough; and ſo Sheelah having drank a cup too 
much, honey, fell down ſtairs out of a window. When 
I came to her ſhe told me ſhe was ſpeechleſs ; *“ and by 
„ my ſhoul it was tree long weeks before ſhe got upon 

her legs again :” then I compoſed a lamentation in the 
Iriſh tongue and ſung it to the tune of drin mendoo; but, 
a friend of mine, of the order of St. Francis, has made 


a rel: tion of it into Engl Ju! iſn, and 1 ob goes very well to the | 
words of Elen a Roon, f MF” 


MACLAY= 
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MACLAYMORE. 
e Whether is't an elegy or a ode? 
OCLARB ER. 
&« How the devil can it be odd, when the verſes are all 
«eyen ?. | 5 
M ACI AY MORE. 
6 Gif it be an elegy, it muſt be written in the carmen 


cc elegiacum ; or gilt it be an ode, it may be momocolos, 
% dicolos, tetraſtrophos or perhaps its looſe iambics. 


-OCLABBER. 


cc Arra, upon my conſcience I believe it is ſimple ſham- 
“ brucks, honey.” But if you'll hold your tongue you 
ſhall ſee with your own eyes. 


S O N G. 
J. 


Ye ſwains of the Shannon, fair Sheelah is gone, 
Ye ſwains of the Shannon, fair Sheelah 1s gone, 
Ochone my dear jewel; 
Why was you ſo cruel 
Amidft my companions to leave n me alone? | 
I 
Tho' Teague ſhut the caſement in Bally- clough hall; 
Tho' Teague ſhut the caſement in * hall; 
In the dark ſhe was groping, 
And found it wide open; 
Och! the devil himſelf could not tand ſuch a fall. 
II. 
Þn beholding your charms, I can ſee them no more, 
In beholding your charms, I can ſee them NO- MOLE, 
Tf you're dead do but own it; 
Then you'll hear me bemoan ; it; 
For in loud lamentations your fate III deplore. 
| IV. 
6 Deja curſe this occaſion with tumults and rife ! | 
D Devil curſe this occaſion with tumults and ftrife | 
| « O]! the month of November, 
& She'll have cauſe to remember, 
ce As a black letter day all the days of her life.” 


V. With 


3 
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\ 
With a rope I could catch the dear creature I've loſt ! 
With a rope I could catch the dear creature Tre loſt ! 
But, without a diſmiſſion, 
Fd loſe my commiſſion, 


And be hang'd with diſgrace for deſerting my poſt. 


Shall I never ſee you, my lovely Sheelah, theſe ſeven 
long years ?—An it plaiſed God to bring us within fort 
miles of each other, I would never deſire to be nearer all 
the days of my life. 


 MACLAYMORE. 

Hoot-fie ! Captain Oclabber, whare's a' your philoſo- 
phy ?—did ye never read Seneca de Conſolatione? —or V 0- 
luſenus, my countryman, de Tranguillitate Animi 2—l'ſe 
warrant we have left a bonny laſs too, in the braes of 
Lochaber—my yellow —hair'd deary that wont to mect 
me amang the hether—Heigh firs! how ſhe grat and 
cried, 4waes my heart that we ſhould ſunder. — Whiſht, what's 
a that rippet ? = LA no . of drums, 

| | OCLABBER, 

Arra-mon-deaul ! they are beating our grenadier's 
march, as if the enemy was in view : but, I ſhall fetch 
them off long enough before they begin to charge; or, 
, by St. Patrick ! I'l] beat their ſkulls to a pancake, 


MAC LAT MORE. 


To a bag-piper crofſ ing the Aage. 


« Whare are ye ga'ane with the mooſic, Donald? 
„„ 


* Gyid fait! an pleaſe your honour, the commander 


has ſent for her to play a ſpring to the ſaſenach damſc] : 


„ but, her nain ſel] wad na pudge the length of acer. tac, -- 


„ without your honour's order—and ſhe'll gar a' the men 


„ march before her with the Britith flag and the reſt of 


the plunder. 


MACLAYMORE. 
66 By my ſau]! he's a gowk, and a gauky, to ettle at 
diverting the poor la ally with the puppet-ſhew' of her 


4 ain mis fortune but, howſomever, Donald, ye may 
(e 


„ ſoon gar her forget her ditaiter, 5 
 OCLABBER, 


gang 2nd entertain her with a pibroch of Macreeman's 
<< compoſition and if ſhe has any taſte for mooſic, yell 


cc 
(e 
ce 
(e 


4 


4 
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OC LAB B ER. 
« Arrah, now ſince that's the caaſe, I would not be 


00 guilty of n rude thing to the lady; and if it be done to 


« compoſe her ſpirits, by my ſhoul ! the drum ſhall beat 
« till lhe s both deaf and dumb, before I tell it to leave 
& oft—but, we'll go and ſee the proceſſion. [ Exeunt. 


8 C E. N E III. 
5 Proceſſion. | 


ee [Firſt the bag-pibe then a ragged dirty ſheet for the 


& French colyurs—a file of ſoldiers in tatters —the Engliſh 
te priſoners—the plunder, in the midſt of which is an 


« Engliſh buttock of beef carried on the ſhoulders of four 
« meagre Frenchmen. The drum Fulllowed by a crew * 
40 French ſailors.“ ] 


c HAMP ICON OR. HARRIET: 


| CHAMPIGNON. | 

Madame, you ſee de fortune of de war—my fate be 
aImirable capricieux—you be de priſonier of my arm—l 
be de cautive of your eye—by g gar! 1 Saane turn to o my 
diſgrace! 

HA . R | 

Truly, I think ſo too—for nothing can be | more diſ- 

graceful than what you have done. 
CHAMPIGNON, 

Den vat I ave done - parbleu! ! TI not underfland vat 
you mean, madame! ave de honor to carry off one great 
victoire over de Engl! 7 

„AAA. 
You have carried of an unarmed boat contrary to the 


Jaw of nations; and rifed the paſſengers in oppoſition to 
the dictates of jul ice and humanity—l ſhould be you to 


know what a co: mmon robber could do worſe. 


CHAM= 
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CHAMPIGNON,. 

Common robber! - Madam your ſerviteur tres humble 
Ae charm of your eſprit be as brilliant as de attraits of 
your perſonne: in one and t'oder you be parfaite- 
ment adorable — ſouffrez den dat I preſent my art at your 
altar. | | 

HARRIET, 
If you have any heart to preſent, it muſt be a very 
ſtale ſacrifice—for my own part I have no taſte for the 
fumtt ; ſo you had better keep it for the ladies of your 
OWN country. 
CHAMPIGCGNON, 

Ah cruelle !1—de ladies en France will felicite dem- 
ſelves dat you renonce de tendre of monfieur de Cham- 
pignon.—“ Madame la ducheſſe - mais taiſons”—alte 
la—et la belle marquiſe! ah quelles ames !—vyanite 
apart, madam, I ave de honneur to be one man a bonnes 
fortunes.—diable m'emporte ! till I rencontre your in- 
vincible eye, I ave alway de ſame ſucces in love as in 

war, | 
HAARE T. 

I dare ſay you have been always equally lucky and 
wie, ns 
CHAMPION ON. . 
„ Ah ma charmante l- dat is more of your bonts den 
* of my merite—permettez donc, dat I amuſe you wid 
ce the tranſports of my flame. ; 

| 'HARRTET. = 

<< Ir a proper place, I believe I ſhould find them very 


entertaining.“ SE 
CHAMPIGNON. 
How you raviſh me, my princefle |—avouez done, 
you 'ave de ſentimens for my perſonne—parbleu ! it is all 
your generoſfite—dere is noting extraordinary in my per- 
ſonne, diable m'emporte ! hai, hai. Cuts a caper. 
= ä 55 
Indeed, monſieur, you do yourſelf injuſtice; for, you 
are certainly the moſt extraordinary perſon J had ever the 
honcur to ſee, Ez 


CHAM- 


rr on ee os 1 — 
— — 
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CHAMPIGNON, 

Ah, ah, madame! I die under the charge of your 
politeſſe your approbation ave diffips de brouillard dat 
envelope ma fantaſie your ſmile inſpire me wid allegreſ- 
ſe—allons! vive l'amour !—la, la, la, la— 


HARRIET, 


What a delicate pipe]! I find, monſieur, you're alike 
perfect in all your accompliſhments. 


CHAMPIGNON, 


Madame, your ſlave etcrnellement—perſonnes of gout 
_ ave own dat me ſing de chanſonettes not altogether too 
bad, before I ave de honour to receive one bell de piſtolet 


in my gorge, wen J board de Englis man of war, one, 


two, three, four, ten year ago—l take poſſeſſon ſabre a 
la main; but, by gar, de ennemi be opiniatre !—dey re- 


ſuſe to ſubmit and carry me to Plimout dere I apprehend 


your tongue, madame dere I dance, and ave de gallan- 
teries parmi les belles filles Angleiſes -I teaſh dem to 
love—they teaſh me to ſing your jolies vaudevilles.—4 
coblere dere as, and he live in one e bai! how 
you taſte my talens, madame? 


1 HARRIE T. 

Oh! you ſing inchantingly; and ſo natural, one 
would imagine you had been a cobler all the days of your 
IN ha, ha! | 

C H A M p 1 G N 0 N. 

Had, hai, hai!—if you not flatter me, madame, 1 be 
more happy dan Charlemagne—but I ave fear dat you 
mocquez de moi—tell a me of grace, my princeſſe, vat 


ſort of lover you ſhooſe—T vil transform * for your 
plaiſir. 


HARRIET. 


I will not ſay what ſort of lover I like; but Pl ſing | 
what ſort of lover I deſpiſe. 


50 CHAMPIGNON, Ph 
By gar, ſhe love me eee, 1 


* ++”... SONG 


» THE REPRISAL,; OR, 
s ON G. 


I. 

From the man whom I love, tho? my heart I difguiſe, 
I will freely deſcribe the wretch I deſpiſe, 

And if he 1 ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw, 
He will ſure take the hint _ the picture I draw. 
A wit without ſenſe, without fancy a beau, 
Like a parrot he chatters, and ſtruts like a crow: 
A peacock in pride, in grimace a baboon, 
In courage a hind, in _—_ a gaſcoon. 

| I A | 

As a vulture rapacious, in falſehood a fox, 
Inconſtant as waves, and unfeeling as rocks; 
As a ger ferocious, perverſe as an hog, 
In miſchief an ape, and in fawning a dog. 

In a word, to ſum up all his talents together, 
His heart is of lead, and his brain is of feather : 
Yet, if he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw, 

He will ſure take the hint from the picture I draw. 


 CHAMPIGNON. 


Morbleu, madame, you ſing a merveilles—but, by 7 


gar, de figure be ver ſingulier. 


SCENE IV. 


HARRIET. CHAMPIGNON, HEARTLY, 


CHAMPIGNON. 


Mon. Artlie, I ave de honeur to be your moſt umble 


ſerviteur—mademoiſelle your ſiſter ave des perfections of 


an ange; but ſhe be cold as de albatre. You do me good 
office—I become of your alliance—you command my 


ſervice. 


HEARTLY. 


i 
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| HEARTLY. | 
I hope my ſiſter will ſet a proper value upon your ad- 
dreſſes : and you may depend upon my beſt endeavours to 
perſuade her to treat your paſſion as it deſerves. 


CHAMPIGNON. 


As it deſerve !—mardy ! dat is all I deſire den I treat 


you as one prince, [A ſervant whiſpers and retires.] Com- 
ment ! que m'importe—madame I muſt leave you for one 
moment to de garde of Mon. your broder; but I return 
in one twinkle. 2 [Exit, 


HEARTLY, HARRIET. 
"REARTLY.- 
My dear Harriet, have you good nature enough to for- 


give me for having expoſed you to all theſe dangers and 
misfortunes ? | | | 


HARRIET. 


I can't but be pleaſed with an event which has intro- 


duced me to the acquaintance of the accompliſhed Cham- 


pignon, ha, ha, hal 


| You can't imagine how happy I am to ſee you bear 


your misfortune with ſuch good humour, after the 


terror you underwent at our being taken. 
es „ "GW ARREET. 


Il was indeed terribly alarmed when a cannon ſhot came 
whiſtling over our heads; and not a little dejected when 


I found myſelf a priſoner but I imagine all danger di- 
miniſhes, or at leaft loſes part of its terror, the nearer 


you approach it: and as for this Champignon, he is ſuch a 
contemptible fellow, that upon recollection, I almoſt de- 
ſpiſe myſelf for having been afraid of him. —O'my con- 
ſcience ! I believe all courage is acquired from practiec. 


El don't doubt but in time I ſhould be able to ſtand a 
battery, myſelf, Is 


8 M HEARTLY, 


IN 
at "I" , n 
* — 
0 oo . mm.. EO TIRE EI 


i TR REPRISAL: OR, 


HEARTLY. 

Well, my fair Thaleſtris, ſhould you ever be attack- 
ed, | hope the aggreſſor will fall before you. 
Champignon has certainly exceeded his orders, and we 
ſhall be releaſed as ſoon as a repreſentation can be made 
to the French court. 


| H ARRI ET. 

I ſhould be loth to trouble the court of France with 
matters of ſo little conſequence. Don't you think it 
praciicable to perſuade the captain to ſet us at liberty ? 


There is one figure in rhetoric which 1 believe he would 
hardly reſiſt. | | 


— HEARTELEY:; 

I gueſs your meaning, and the experiment ſhall be 
tried, if we fail of ſucceſs from another quarter. I in- 
tend to make myſelf known to Oclabber, with whom I 
was formerly acquainted, and take his advice. He and 
the Scotch enſign are at variance with Champignon, and 
_ diſapprove of our being made priſoners, . 


— 


SCENE VI. 
HEARTLY. HARRIET. BRUSH, 


HEARTLY Io BRUSH. - 
Well, fir, you have been fiſking the bonny Scot: 
have you caught any intelligence ? 
VVV BRUSH. Tg 
Sir, I have done your buſineſs —Capt. Maclaymore 


and I have been drinking a bottle of four wine to the 
health of Miſs Harriet and your worſhip; in a word, he 


is wholly devoted to your ſervice. 
VP 


«© Pray, Mr. Bruſh, what method did you take to in- 


& cratiate yourſelf with that proud, ſtalking Highlander ? 
cc won his heart with ſome tranſient encomiums on 


c his country. I affected to admire his plaid, as an im- 


„ provement on the Roman toga; ſwore it was a moſt 
3 | | | 21" toldierly 


— ́ — 
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66 ſoldierly garb ; and ſaid, I did not wonder to ſee i® 
« adopted by a nation equally renowned for learning 
<« and valour. 
HE A RTLY. 

cc Theſe inſidious compliments could not fail to un- 

« dermine his loftineſs. | 
BRUSH. 

e He adjuſted his bonnet, rolled his quid from one 
e cheek to the other, threw his plaid over his left 
& ſhoulder with an air of importance, ſtintted to the 


« farther end of the deck; then returning with his hard 


ce features unbended into a ghaſtly ſmile, By my ſaul! 
© man (ſays he) ye're na fule; I ſee ye ken foo weel 
© how to mak proper diſtinctions you and I man be bet- 


© ter acquainted'—*< I bowed very low in return for the 


« great honour he did me—---hinted, that, though 
<« now I was in the ſtation of a ſervant, I had ſome pre- 
< tenſions to family; and ſighing, cried tenpera mutan- 
e fur, et nos mutamur in illis. 
| HEART L V. 

« That ſcrap of Latin was a home thruſt—You ſee, 

ce ſirrah, the benefit of a charity ſchool. 
KUSH, 

ce Ay, little did T think, when 1 was flogged for ne 

4 lecting my Accidence, that ever my learning wou a 


cc turn to ſuch account—Captain Maclaymore was ſur- 


<< prized to hear me ſpeak Latin: yet he found fault with 
<< my pronunciation.——He ſhook me by the hand, 
& though I was alittle ſhy of that compliment, and ſaid 
c he did not expact to find flowers under a nettle :* but 
6 put him in mind of the ſingat cat, for I was better 
* than | was bonny——then he carried me to his ca- 
«© bin, where we might diſcourſe more freely ; told me 


© the captain was @ light headed guſe, and expreſſed his 


concern at your captivity, which he ſaid was a fla- 
„grant infraction of the treaty of Aix la Chapelle. - 
HARRTET.. 
e There I hope you backed his en with all your | 
6c W 
| BRUSH, | | | 
cc I extolled his underſtanding ; intereſted his oallan- 


CL try in the eau or a Ciſtreſſed lady ; and in order to 


<2, 08 clinch 


o 1 2 
ES e 4% * «4 


14 THE REPRISAL; OR, 


& clinch my remonſtrance, told him that my maſter's 
& great grandmother's aunt was a Scotchwoman of the 
& name of Mackintoſh, and that Mr. Heartly piqued 
ce himſelf on the Highland blood that ran in his veins, 


HEARTLY. | 

„ I'm obliged to your invention for the honour of 
4c that alliance - I] hope the diſcovery had a proper ef- 
« fect upon my couſin Maclaymore. | 


BRUSH, | 

« He no ſooner heard that particular, than he ſtarted 
« up, crying, What the deel ſay ye? Mackintoſh | 
* —ſ{wunds man! that's the name of my ain mither— 


© wha kens but meſter Heartly and I may be coozens 


© ſeventeen times removed ?* „ then he gave me a full 


& account of his pedigree for twelve generations, and 


« hawked up the names of his progenitors till they ſet 


©< my teeth on edge: to conclude,” he has promiſed to 


give you all the aſſiſtance in his power, and even to fa- 


vour our eſcape; for, over and above his other motives, 
J find helongs to return to his own country, and thinks 


a piece of ſervice done to an Engliſh gentleman may en- 


able him to gratify that inclination. 


VVV 7 
But what ſcheme have you laid for our eſcape? 
1 8 , 


The boat is along ſide Our men are permitted to walk 


the deck when the captain retires to reſt, and the watch 


is relieving, nothing will be more eaſy than to ſtep on 
board of our own galley, cut the rope, hoiſt the fails, 
and make the beſt of our way to Old England. Z 


 HEARTLY. 


| But, you don't conſider that Mr. de Champignon, We: 


alarmed, may ſlip his cable and give us chace——nay, 
compliment us with a diſh of ſugar plumbs that may be 
very hard of digeſtion.” 

Ds RUSH, 


There, the friendſhip of Maclaymore will be of fer- 
vice: for, as ſoon as our flight is known, he and his men, 
on pretence of being alert, will make ſuch a buſtle and 
= Ls _ confuſion, 


„ i tcl — 
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confuſion, that nothing can be done until we are out of 

their reach; and then we muſt truſt to our own canvas 

and the trim of our veſſel, which is a prime ſailer. 
HARRI Ex. 

The project is feaſible, and may be the more praQi- 
cable, if the Iriſh lieutenant can be brought to co- ope- 
rate with the enſign. 

HEARTLY. : 

Odſo ! there he comes——Bruſh go and wait upon 

Miſs Harriet to her cabin, while [ accolt this Hibernian. 


SCENE vn. 
HEARTLY. OCLABBER, 


o LAB BER. 


Your humble ſervant, ſir— hope the lady is plaiſed 
with her accommodation——don't you begin to be re- 
freſhed with the French air blowing over the ſea ?—upon 
my conſcience! now, it's ſo delicate and keen, that for 
my own part, honey, I have been as hungry as an Iriſh 
wolf dog, ever ſince I came to this kingdom. 


HEARTLY. 

Sir, I thank you for your kind inquiry] am no ſtran- 
ger to the French air, nor to the politeneſs of Capt. 

clabber——W hat ! have yu quite ye you old 
| acquaintance R | 
| 3 Oo LAB BER. 5 

Acquaintance, honey! —by my faoul ! 1 ſhould be 
proud to recolle&t your countenance, though | I never 
| ſaw you before in the days of my life. 


"MRRBARTLY. 
Don't you remember two Engliſhmen at Paris, about 
| three years ago, of the name of Heartly? 


OCLABBER., —- 5 

Db ub oo by Shaint Patrick 1 remember you as 
well as nothing in the world —Arrah, now, W whether 
is it your o own ſelf or your brother? 1 8 
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1 HEART L v. 
My brother died of a conſumption ſoon after our re- 
turn to England. 
OCLAEBBER. 
Ah! God reſt his ſoul, poor gentleman—but it is a 


great comfort to a man to be after dying in his own coun- 


try—lI hope he was your elder brother, gra.—Oh |! I re- 
member you two made one with us at the Hotel de Buff 


ad you know [ hurt my ancle, and my foot ſwelled as 
big as tree potatoes — by the ſame token U ſent for a rogue 


of a ſurgeon, who ſubſcribed for the cure, and wanted 


to make a hand of my foot. M-. Heartly, the devil 


fly away with me, but I am proud to ſee you, and you 


_y command me without fear or affection, gra. 
HEARTLY. 
Sir, you are extremely kind; and may, I apprehend, 


do me a good office with Capt. Champignon, who, I can- 


not help ſaying, has treated us with very little ceremony, 


OCLABBER. 
PII tell you what, Mr. Heartly, we officers don't chuſe 


to find fault with one another; becauſe there's a diſcipline 


and ſubordination to be obſerved, you know ;—there- 
fore I ſhall ſay nothing of him as an officer, honey ; but, 
as a man, my dear, by the maſs, he's a meer baiſt. 

HE ART L. . > 
I'm glad to find your opinion of him ſo conformable 


to my own. I underſtand by my ſervant too, that Mr. 


Maclaymore agrees with us, in his ſentiments of Mon- 
fieur de Champignon ; and diſapproves of his taking our 
boat, as an unwarrantable inſult offered to the Britiſh 
nation. 
0 LAB B E 1 
By my faoul ! I told him ſo before you came aboard. 
| —As for enſign Maclaymore, there is not a prettier fel- 


low in ſeven of the beſt counties in Ireland—as brave as 
a heron, my dear—arrah, the devil burn him if he fears 


any man that never wo:e a head—Ay, and a great ſcho- 
lar to boot—he can talk Latin and Iriſh as well as the 
archbiſhop of Armagh.——Didn't you know we are 


ſworn brothers—tho” I'm his ſenior officer, and ſpaik the 


rench more fluid, gra. 


SCENE 


by my ſaoul ! we were very merry and frolickſome; 


nee ÄEeꝛiK WW CG CO 


„ and weep by Babel's ſtreams.” 


paſſion. 8 


outrage! 
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SCENE VIII. 


HEARTLY. OCLABBER. BRUSH. 


D U 8 f. 
O Lord, fir ! all the fat's in the fire. 
| OCLAB-BER, 


Arrah what's a fire, honey ? 7 
| BRUSH. 1 8 
All our fine project gone to pot We may now 


& hang up our harps among the willows, and fit down 


5 HEART Lx. 
What does the blockhead mean ? 
i BRUSH. 3 
One of our fooliſh fellows has blabbed that Miſs 


Harriet is not your ſiſter, but your miſtreſs ; and this 
report has been carried to Monſieur de Champignon, 
whom I left below in the cabin, taxing her with diſſimu- 
lation, and threatening to confine her for life. ——He 


ſings, capers, ſwears and ſtorms in a breath I have 
ſcen bedlam ; but an Engliſh lunatic at full moon, is a 
very ſober animal when compared to a Frenchman in a 


HEARTLY. 
I care not for his paſſion or power 


By Heaven | 


he ſhall not offer the leaſt violence to my Harriet, while 
a drop of blood circulates in my veins |—F'lI aſſault 


him, though unarm'd, and die in her defence. { Going. 
RE „ TI 7TY 2 « lens 

Won't you be eaſy now ?—yourdying ſignifies nothing 

at all, honey; for, if you ſhould be killed in the fray, what 


excuſe would you make to the young lady's relations, for 
leaving her alone in the hands of the enemy ?--by my 
| faoul ! you'd look very fooliſh. —Take no notice at all, 


and give yourſelf no trouble about the matter—and if he 
ſhould raviſh your miſtreſs, by my falyation ! I would 
take upon me to put him under arreſt, 

EL 5 HEARTLY- Ge 
The villain dares not think of committing ſuch an 


TS 55-0, OCLABBER,"- 
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OCLABB ER, 

Devil conſound me! but I'd never defire a better joke 
—Och then, my dear, you'd ſee how I'd trim him— 
you ſhould have ſatis faction to your heart's content. 

HEART LV. 


Diſtraction! If you will not give me your aſſiſt— 
ance, I'll fly alone to her defence, 


BRUSH, 


Zooks | fir, you're as mad as he.—You'll ruin us ; paſt 


all redemption, —VW hat the deuce are you afraid of? — 

Raviſn An atomy like that pretend to raviſh |! No, 
no: he'll] raviſh nothing but our goods and chattles, and 
theſe he has diipoſed of alrcady. Beſides, Mis Har- 
riet, when his back was turned, deſired me to conjure 
you in her name, to take care of yourſelf: for Cham- 


pignon would have no pretence to confine her, if you 
was out of the way. 


0 C LAB B K . 
O'my conſcience, a very ſenſible young woman f 


When there are two lovers in the caaſe, 'tis natural to 


wiſh one of them away.—Come along with me, honey; 
we'll hold a council of war with enfin Maclay more 
perhaps he may contrive mains to part vou. No man 
knows better how to make a ſoldierly retreat. 


BRUSH. 


Soldierly or unſoldierly, it ſignifies not a button ſo 
we but eſcape, I ſhall be glad to get away at any rate, 


even if 1 ſhould fly like a thief from the gallows. 


0 C LAB B ER. 
"Devil fire you, my dear! you're a wag---Arrah, who 


told vou that my friend Maclaymore eſcaped from the gal- 


lows ? By my faoul ! 'tis all fortund de la guerre.---— 
Indeed, indeed, i would never deſire to command a better 


corps than what I could form out of the honeſt gentle- 
men you have hanged! n Eng land. 
H EARTL v. 


I'm fo confounded and perplexed in conſequence of 
this unlucky difſcovery, that I can't ſtart ore diſtinct 


thought, 1 lets C -cntribute toany ſcheme that requires 
col delibei tt n. | 


OCLAEBER 


| 


Ge ING: 
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ocLABBE R. | 
Arrah faith, my dear, we muſt leave thoſe things to 
wiſer heads. For my own part, I'm a ſoldier, and ne- 
ver burden my brain with unneceſſary baggage. 
I won't pretend to lead, but I follow in the throng 3 
And as I don't think at all, I can never think wrong, 


END of ue FIRST ACT. 
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SCENE 1. 
[A great niije and buſtle behind the fſeenes.] 
MACLAYMORE, CHAMPIGNON. 


CHA MPIGN ON running upon tt xe Hage ina rid iculbus diſbabilles 


RENE garde qu'elle ne vous echappe !- 
mes |! Monſ. le Second 
s chaloupe ! la chaloupe! 


MAC LATI MORE. 


contre maitre 


[ Overturning him as if thro miſtake. 
As l fall anſwar, the folks are a' gaen daft l deel 


ſtap out your cen | I'm nac ſic - midge but ye might a 


ſeen me in your porridge. 


C HAMPIGNON. | 
Ah meurtre! afiaffin ! vous avez tuc votre command- 
ant != —holla ho! mes gens, a moi. 


 MACLAYMORE.- 


Hout, na ! it canna be our commander Monſieur de 


Champignon, running about in the dark like a worricow ! 
| Preſerve us a'] it's the vara man- 


deck * | . 
c HAMPIGNON. (Ribes. 
Ventre ſaingris! my whole brain be derangee !— 
Traitre * | you be in de complot. : 


MACLAYMORE. 
© Traiter me nae traiter, Meſter Champignon, or gude 
faith! you and I man ha' our kail thro” the reek. 


CHAMPIGNON. 
Were be de priſoniers? - tell a me dat ha mort 
de ma vie! de Englis vaiſſeau !—depriſe ! de priſoniers } 


——ſacrebleu | ma gloire mes richeſſes l rendez moi 
les priſoniers— you be de enſeigne, you be de officier. 


MACLAYMORE. 


Aux ar- 


weel I wot, 
Sir, I'm right ſorry to find you in fic a pickle——but, 
whit thought to meet with you playing at blind Harry on 


ye 


THE TARS OF OLD ENGLAND. 27 


MACLAYMORE, 

Troth, I ken foo weel I'm an officer—I wuſs ſome 
other people who haud their heeds unco high, ken'd the 
reſpact due to an officer, we ſhould na be faſhed with a 
this din, | 

CHAMPIGNON, | 

Tell a me au moment, were be Monſieur *Artlie ? 


were be de priſoniers ? wat you beat my brains wid your 


 fattiſes © | 


MACLAYMORE. 
Nay, ſin ye treat me with ſa little ceremony, I man 
tell you, Meſter Heartly was na committed to my charge, 
and ſac ye may gang and leuk after him—and as for pri- 


ſoncrs, 1 ken of nae priſoners but your ain valet whom 
ye ordered to be put in irons this morning for ſupping part 


of your bouill;n, and if the poor fallow had na done the 
deed I think he mult have ſtarved for want of victuals. 
- CHAMPIGCNON.- fo, 

Morbleu ! Monſieur Maclaimore, you diſtrait me wid 

your babil— I demand de Englis priſonniers 

mwndcs your? ft 

EE MAC L ANT MOR E. 

Monſieur de Champignon, je vous entens bien there 


was nae Engliſh priſoner here—for I man tell you, Sir, 


that if ever you had read Grotius de Jure Belli ac Pa- 
cis—or Puffendorf de officia Honunis & Civis—ye wad a 
ſeen he could na be in the predicament of a captus in bello, 


or an obſes or yades—for what? yell ſay —becauſe he was 


na teuk fiagrante bello ergo he was nae priſoner of war- 


no what ſays the learned Puffendorf? 


= CHAMPIGNON. 
Comment! you call me Puff-and-horf? ventre bleu! 


you be one impertinent. 


VVV 
What, what! that's a paughty word, Sir--- 
that's nae langage for a gentleman— nac mair o' that, or 
gude faith we'll forget where we are. 1 
3 t CS EEE: 
— you ave forget dat J be your general your 


© MACLAYMORE. 


— — — ww - — — 
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MACLAYMORE. 1 
By my ſaul, man! that's ſtrange news indeed Vou 


my chief! you chief of the Maclaymores! 


CHAMP1G NON. 

Si, moi, ruſtre - moi qui vous parle. 
MACLAYMORE, 

Donna ruſtre me, Sir, or deel dam my faul, but I'II 


Vxaſt your head aff your ſhoulders, if ye was the beſt 


Champignon in France. 


[They draw and fight. 


SCENE Il. 


OCLABBER, CHAMPIGNON. MACLAYMOR E-. 


OCLABBER. | 
Devil fire vou my lads what's the maining of all 
this diſturbance ?!——o' my conſcience there's no 
ſuch thing as reſting below- a man would lie as 


quiet at the bottom of the ſea ——l've been a bed theſe 
tree hours, but I could not cloſe an eye, gra; for you 
waked me before J fell aſleep. 


{ Pretending to diſcaver C. Tampignen, 
Arrah now, don't! dream, honey ? * what is it your own 


ſelf Monſieur de Champignon, going to attack my 


enſign ?——by my faoul! that's not ſo ſhivil now, 
aboard of your own ſhip. Geatlemen, I put you both 
under arreſt in the king's name——— “ you ſhall 


<« ſee one another locked in your cabins with your own _ 
„ hands ;” and then, if you cut one another's troats, by 
the bleſſed virgin! you ſhall be brought to a court mar- 
tial, and tried for your lives, agra. 


M ACL AY MORE. [ Sheathing his Sword, 

WW ce], weel, cg re my commanding ofhſher— 
tuum ft imperare 
mountains meet 


that's a. | 
CHAMPIGNON "£0 OCLABBER, 


Vat! you preſume to entremettre in mes affaires 
d' honeur—you have de hardieſſe to diſpute wid me de 
2 | command 5 


1 
4 
? 


but, he and 1 fall meet before 0 
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out at elbows. 
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command of dis Vaiſſeau de Guerre? tell a me, if you 
know my condition, ha? 


OCLABBER, | 
Indced, indeed my dear, I believe your preſent con- 
dition is not very favoury—but, if enſign Maclaymore 
had made you ſhorter by the head, your condition would 
have been ſtill worſe—and yet upon my conſcience ! [ 
have ſeen a man command ſuch a frigate as this, with- 
out any head at all. 


CHAMPIGNON., 
Monſieur O-claw-bear, you mocquez de moi---you 
not ſeem to know my nobleſſe dat I deſcend of de bonne 
famille—dat my progeniteurs ave bear de honourable cotte 
—de cotte of antiquite. 

OCLABBER, = 

By my faoul ! when I knew you firſt, you bore a very 
old coat yourſelf, my dear; for it was thread-bare, and 


CHAMPIGNON 33 
Ah ! la mauvaiſe plaiſanterie.—Daignez, my goot 
lieutenant O-claw-bear, to onderſtand dat I avede grands 


alliances du bien—de rente—dat I ave regale des prin— 


ces in my chateau. 5 
VVV OC LAB RER. 
Och! I beg your chateau's pardon, grammachree! I 


have had the honour to ſee it on the banks of the Garonne 


—and by my ſaoul ! a very venerable building it was — 


aye, and very well bred to boot, honey; for, it ſtood 


always uncovered: and never refuſed entrance to any 
paſſenger, even tho' it were the wind and the rain, gra. 
5 CHAMPIGNON, Ok 
You pretendez to know my famille, ha ? 
By ſhaint Patrick ! I know them as well as the father 


that bore them—your nephew is a bepging brother of the 


order of St. Francis—Mademoiſeile, your ſiſter, eſpou- 
ſed an eminent /avatzer in the county of Bearne; and 
your own ſhelt, my dear, firſt mounted the ſtage as a 
charlatan; then ſerved the Count de Bardaſch for your 
diverſion ; and now by the king's favour, you command 

25 ji 
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a frigate of twelve guns, lying at anchor within the pro- 
vince of Normandy. 


CHAMPIGN ON. 
Ah quelle mediſance que vous imaginez bien Mon- 
ſieur but, I vill repreſent your conduit to des Mare- 


chaux of France: and dey will convince you dat Mon- 


ſieur de Champignon is one perſonne of ſome conſider- 
ation un charlatan - mardy! dat be ver plaiſant.— 
Meſſieurs, ſerviteur I go to give de neceſſaires ordres 
pour r'attraper de Englis chaloupe---juſque au revoir--- 
Charlatan !---Savaticr !---Mort de ma vie! Exit. 


„2 


SCE N E III. 


SeLA BBE R, MAC LAT MORE. 


OCLABBER 


Faith and troth |! = dear, you'll ſee the chaloupe far 


enough out of fight, by this time. 


„ MAC LAY MOR R. N 
By my ſaoul ! captain, ye ſent him awa' with a flea in 
his bonnet—He'll no care to wreſtle anither fa' with you 
in a hurry—he had the wrang ſow by the lug. 
OCLABBER. 3 
If he will be after playing at rubbers, he muſt expect 


to meet with bowls - pooh! I main, he muſt look to 


meet with bowls, if he will be playing at rubbers—arra 


man deaul ! that's not the thing neither but, you know 


my maining, as the ſaying is. 

1 5 P . 
Hoot, aye—[T'ſe warrant I ken how to gar your bools 
my part pretty weel for a beginner. 

. Ge. 1 
For a beginner I- Devil fetch me ! but you played 
like a man that jokes in earneſt—but your joke was 
like to cut too keen, honey, when J came to part you— 


row right—and troth I canna help thinking but I played 


and yet I came as ſoon as you tipped me the wiuk with 


your finger. 


MACLAYMORE. 
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ſee what's to be done for Miſs Harriet. 


hunger kept him awake — but, now the 


that I might be left, when ou ſpoke to "wy Maſter thro' 
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MACL A YMORE., 

Let that flie ſtick i' the wa'---when the dirt's dry it wil 

rub out but, now we man tak care of the poor watt 


laſſy that's left under our protection, and defend her from 
the maggots of this daft Frenchman. 


OCLAB B E R. 
J will be after confining him to his cabin, if he offers 
to touch a hair of hen beard, agra. 


| MACLAYMORE, 

It's now break of day—donna ye ſee the bonny grey 
eyed morn blinking o'er yon moſly craig? We'll e'en 
gang doun and tak a taſſe of whiſky together, and then 
[ Exeunt, 


SCENE IV. 


HARRIET, 


BRUSH. 


HARR IE T. | 

O Lord ! I'm in ſuch a flutter—What was the mean- 
ing of all that noiſe ?—Bruſh, are you ſure your maſter 
is out of all danger of being re-taken 7 ; 


FFF 
Ves, yes, Madam, ſafe enough for this deut- T 


two land officers performed their parts to a miracle My 


maſter and our people ſlipped into the boat, without be- 
ing diſturbed by the centries who were tutored for the 
purpoſe; and they were almoſt out of ſight, before Cham- 
pignon was alarmed by a ſtarved Fi renchman, whoſe 
have doubled 
the point of land, and in four hours or ſo will be in fight 
of ſweet Old England—T m ſure, I ſent many 2 with- 
ful look after them, 


| HA R R IE T. 
What you are ſorry then for having Raped behind 


| with me ? 


| B R US 
O!] by no manner of means, Ma' am—to be ſure you 
did me an infinite deal of honour, Ma'am, in deſiring 


the 


— —᷑2— = — —— —2B2— — tr — — 2 1 —U—ü— — —— - 
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the barricado—but, yet, Ma'am, I have ſuch a regard 
for Mr. Heartiy, Ma'am; that I ſhould be glad to Gore 
all his dangers, Ma'am—tho' after all is done and ſaid, 
I don't think it was very kind in him to leave his mifſ- 
treſs, and faithful ſervant in ſuch a dilemma, 


HARRIE x. 
Nay, don't accuſe your maſter unjuſtly—you know 
how unwillingly he complied with my requeſt—we could 


not gueſs what villainous ſteps this fellow, Champignon, 


might have taken to conceal his rapine, which Mr. 


Heartly will now have an opportunity to repreſent in its 


true colours. 
"BRKVIN -- 
Well—heaven grant him ſucceſs, and that ſpeedily— 


for my own part, I have been ſo long uſed to his com- 


pany, that I grow quite chicken-hearted in his abſence— 


If I had broke my leg two days ago, I ſhouldn't have 
been in this quandary—God forgive the man that firſt 
_ contrived parties of pleaſure on the water. 


-HARRIET:. | 
Hang fear, Bruſh, and pluck up your courage—T 


have ſome ſmall ſkill in phyſtognomy, and can affure you 
it is not your fate to die by water Ha] I ſee the captain 
coming this way—l muſt bear the brunt of another 


ſtorm. . 
N „ en „ 

Odto! I'll run down to lieutenant Oclabber, and his 
enſign, and give them notice, in cafe there ſhould be oc- 


aſion to interpoſe. [exit Brub. 


4. * r LT - . 


CHAMPIGNON, HARRIB T. 
CHAMPIGN ON, 


Madame, you pardon my preſomption, dat I pay ma 
devoirs in diſhabille—bot it be all for your ſervice— 


Monſieur your amant ave decampe ſans fagon—I take de 
alarm, and make all my efforts to procure you de plaiſir 


M I pm 


| not—ga—ha---hah ! | 


— PP! 
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of ſeeing him again—Ah ! he be de gallant homme to 
abandon his Maitreſſe. 

HARRIE T. 
Is there no poſſibility of bringing him back? 
 _CHAMPIGNON, 
By Gar | it be tout a fait impoſhble—he ſteal com- 


me one thief into de chaloupe, and vaniſh in de ob- 


iurnte 
_HARR I E T. 
I'm heartily glad to hear it! 
C HAMPIGN ON. 
For wat you be glad, my princeſs, ha? 
: HARRIET, | 
: That he's no longer in your power, 
CHAMPIGNON., 
Bon !—jufte ciel !—how you make me kippy to ſee 
og glad, Madame | la, la, la, ra, ra—Ventre bleu! he 


e one fugitif—if we rencontre again, Revanche! Re- 
vanche la, la, la, ra, ra—Permettez donc, Madame, 


dat I ave de honeur to languiſſe before your feet—ave _ 


pitie of me take my ſword - plongez dans my bolom— 


Ah! Larron ! perfide [la, la, la, '; n. 


He ſings, kneels, and dances by turns. 
Monſieur Artlie is not in my power—bon !—but, by 


| Gar! Madame, you know who is, hah ! 


HARRIET. 
As for me, my ſex protects mel am here indeed, a 
priſoner and alone; but you will not, you dare not treat 


me with indignity. 


| CHAMPIGNON, = 
"Dare not ! —Bravo—ſhew to me de man vil ſay 1 dare 


N about. 
* HARRIET. | 

You're in ſuch a dancing humour, tis pity you ſhould 
want muſicx—Shall I fing you a ſong ? 


 ___ CHAMPIGNON. 
Ah cruelle l- you gouverne wid ſoverain empire 


oyer my art you rouſe me into one * ling : 
me into one calm. 35 


„ SONG. 


— — — ———— 


— — —ꝗà—é— — —̃ —— — — — - - —— _ 
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Comment !- Madame, you ave de bonté to re- 
tire to your cabane— go dreſs myſelf, and give de 
audience. . e 


- 
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8. 


J. 
Let the nymph till avoid, and be deaf to the ſwain 
Who in tranſports of paſſion affects to complain; | 
For his rage, not his love, in that frenzy is ſhewn * 


And the blaſt that blows loudeſt is ſoon overblown . 
II. 


But the ſhepherd whom Cupid has pierc'd to the hens; 


Will ſubmiſſive adore, and rejoice in the ſmart ; | 
Or in plaintive ſoft murmurs, his boſom- felt woe 


Like the ſmooth gliding _— of rivers will flow. 
„ 


Tho' ſilent his tongue, he will plead with his eyes, 
And his heart own your ſway in a tribute of ſighs; | 


But, when he accoſts you in meadow or grove, 


His tale is all tenderneſs, rapture, and love. 


— 
11 


SCENE VI. 


CnamPicNon, HARRIET, BRUSH, 


ee 


BRUSH. 
News! news ! there's an Engliſh man of war” $ boat 


along fide, with a flag of truce. 


CHAMPIGNON. 


-$SCENE VIL 


HARRIET, BRUSH, 
HARRIET. ; 5 
0 Bruſh | Bruſh ! how my little heart palpitates with 
fear and ſuſpenſe ! What does the arrival of this boat 


portend? Do oY 


t 
t 
I 
0 
| 
{ 


| 
! 


and 11]-breeding. 


that have no bodies belonging to 'um. 
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BRUSH. 

Our deliverance from the hands of the Philiftines, I 
hope ——it could not arrive at a more ſeaſonable junc- 
ture; for my ſpirits are quite flagged—not that I'm ſo 
much concerned on my own account, Ma*'am—but, I 


can't be inſenſible to your danger, Ma'am——l ſhould 


be an ungrateful wretch if I did not feel for one that is 
ſo dear to Mr. Heartly, Ma'am. | 
Ai. . 
Really, Mr. Bruſh, you ſeem to have improved 
mightily in politeneſs, ſince you lived among theſe 
French Gentlemen. 
2 BRUSH, 1 | 
Lived, Ma'am !-—1I have been dying hourly ſince 
I came aboard; and that politeneſs which you are plea- 


| ſed to mention, Ma'am, is nothing but ſneaking fear 


DO 


and henheartedneſs, which I believe (God forgive me) 
is the true ſource of all French politeneſs; a kind of 


poverty of ſpirit, or want of fincerity——l ſhould be 


very proud to be drubbed in England for my infolence 


: HARRIE T. 
Well, I hope you'll ſoon be drubbed to your heart's 
content—=— When we reviſit our own country, you 


| ſhall have all my intereſt towards the accompliſhment of 


your wiſh——mean while do me the favour to make 


further inquiry about this ſame flag of truce, and bring 
an account of what ſhall paſs, to my cabin, where I 
mall wait for you with the utmoſt impatience, [ Exeunt. 


SCENE VIE 
Block „ and another Seaman. 
VVV 
Smite my limbs, Sam, if the lieftenant do clap her 
aboard, here is no plunder —— nothing but rags and 


vermin, as the ſaying is—we ſhall ſhare nothing but the 


guns and the head-money—if you call thoſe heads 
Mind that 
ere 


— — éAQm— 
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there ſcarecrow—ſee how his cloth hangs in the wind 
Adzooks ! the fellow has got no ſtowage he's all 
upper work and head-ſail— I'll be damn'd if the firſt hard 


ſquall don't blow him into the air like the peeling of an 


Onion. 


To him BRUSH, 
Heh !—how !—no ſure !—Yes faith but it is—Odfo! 


couſin Block, who thought to meet with you among 


the French ? 


BLOCK. | 
What chear ho? How does mother Margery !— 
meet me among the French? Agad! I'd never deſire 
better paſtime than to be among em with a good cutlaſh 
in my hand, and a brace of piſtols in my girdle—— 
Why look you, brother, hearing as how you and your 


miſtreſs were wind-bound, we are come along fide to 
tow you into the offing. 


B RUS H. 
The Lord reward you, couſin—but, what if this 


damned Frenchman ſhould refuſe to part with us ? 


| BLOCK, 
Why then, lieftenant Lyon is a cruiſing to windward 
of that there head-Jand—he'll be along ſide in half a glaſs, 


fall under your ſtern, clap his helm a ſtarboard, rake 


you fore and aft, and ſend the Frenchman and every ſoul 


on board, to the devil, in the turning of an handſpike. 


5 ani 5 
The devil, he will! —but couſin, what muſt be. 


come of me then ? 


i 


Thereafter as it may be—You muſt take your hap, 
I do ſuppoſe——we ſailors never mind thoſe things — 


every ſhot has its commiſſion, d'ye ſee—we muſt all die 
one time, as the ſaying is—if you go down now, it may 


fave your going aloft another time, brother. 


„„ | BRUSH. 
O! curſe your comfort. 
BL O ck. 


Heark ye, brother, this is a cold morning—have 
you picked up never a runlet along ſhore ? — What d'ye 


ſay to a flug ? 


BRUSH. 


TA 


* ws wy 
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| B RUS Hs» 
Slug !—O, I underſtand you— ww 
[ Fetches a keg of brandy, which Black ſets to his head. 
| BLOCK, | 
Right Nantz, ſtrike my topſails !——Odds heart 
this is the only thing in France that agrees with an Eng- 


liſhman's conftitution.—Let us drink out their brandy, 
and then knock out their brains — This is the way to 
. demoliſh the ſpirit of the French.—An Engliſhman will 


fight at a minute's warning, brother—but a French- 


man's heart muſt be buoyed up with brandy—No more 


key, no more courage. by 
| BRUSH, 
T'other pull, couſin, _ 
BLOCK. 


Avaſt, avaſt—no more canvas than we can carry— 
ve know the trim of our own veſſe]l—Smite my croſs 


trees! We begin to yaw already—Hiccup,— 


Odſo ! our commander is coming upon deck, to give | 


audience to your midſhipman. 
| : B LO C K. 1 
Steady. 5 [Excunt. 


SCENE ix. 


' CHAMPIGNON, OCLABBER, MACLAYMORE, BRUSH4 


Trou HAULYARD an Engliſh midſbipman. 

5 CHAMPIGNON. 
Eh bien, Monſieur, qui ſouhaite il? 
HAULYARD, 1 
Anan—Monſcer ſweat he !—Agad |! I believe, if we 


come along fide of you, we'll make you all ſweat. 


MACLAYMORE, - 
That's mair than ye can tell, my lad—ye may gar me 


ſweet with fetching ; but it's no in your breeks to gar me ; 


ſweet with fear. 5 
* | ORXLABZER, 


I 
4 
| 
| 


—— DſPh—h— 


| 
* 
Fi 
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OCLABBER. 
You may ſweat me after I'm dead, be bet by 
the bleſſed Virgin ! you ſhall not fweat me alive—and 
{ you may be after delivering your meſſage, gra. 


H AU LY AR D. 

If it wa'n't for ſuch as you that ſhew your own country 
the fore-top-ſail, wold our enemy's cable, and mann 
their quarters, they would never ride out the gale, or 
dare to ſhew their colours at ſca—but howſomever, we'll 


leave that bowling i'the block, as the ſaying is—if ſo be 


as how that there F Rü is commander of this here 
veſſel, I have orders from my officer to demand an Eng- 
liſh young woman, with all her baggage and thingum- 
bobs, that he took yeſterday out of a pleaſure-boat, be- 
longing to one Mr. Heartly of Dorſetſhire, who flipped 
the painter this morning. 


c HAM PICO NON. 
Mardy | de commiſſion be very peremptoire 1—ecoute 
mon — 5 vat you call Monſieur your commandant ? 
WAVLY 4 KD; 
1 FRE, t take in your palaver, not T—-and may hap 


you don't know my lingo ; but, agad |! we'll ſoon make 
| you underſtand plain Engliſh. 


OCLABBER. 


Monſieur Champignon wants to know who is your 
TY officer, honey. FE = 


HAULYARD. 
Who ſhould it be, but lieutenant Lyon of the Triton 


man of war of ſixty guns? as bold a heart as ever crack'd 
| biſcuit. 


CHAMPIGNON,. 
Bon !—ſuppoſe dat I refuſe de command of Monſieur 
Lionne | ? | 
HAULYARD. 


Suppoſe if you do, he'll run you along ſide, yard 


arm and yard ns blow you out of the water ; that 8 
al | | 
CHAMPIGNON. 


By Gar! he vill find himſelf miſtaken : das is not va- 


ter 0 or one 85 gun ſhip—( aft ide , Heark you me, yy 
: eur 


{ 
! 
. 
f 
1 
| 


vy 


you go your Way. 
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ſieur vat is your name, tell Monſieur Lioni dat Jam called 
Michel, Sanſon, Goluat de Champignon, Marquis de 
Vermiſſeau dat I avede honeur to ſerve de king—dat 
fear be one bagatelle of wich I have de mepris—dat I 
regard you ambaſſade as de galimatias—dat my courage 
ſuffice to attack one whole Englis elcadre; and dat if 
Monſ. Lionne be diſpoſed to rendre mot un vilite, I ſhall 
ave de vloire to chaſtiſe his preſomption; ſo I permitte 


MACLAYMORE, 5 

&« D:/ntiz—bide you Billy there's nae clerk here 1 
& trow—yweel, lieutenant Oclabber, I tak inſtruments 
„ in your haund againſt the proceedings of Captain 


Champignon, wha has incarcerate the Engliſh leddy, 


„ contrair to the law of nature and nations. Now, 
« cocky, ye may gang about your bulineſs; when ye 
& come back, I'ſe tauk with you in another ſtile. 
„ o LAB B E R. 5 75 
c For my own part, honey, I ſhall be after ſhewing 


vou ſome diverſion in the way of my duty; but | taake 
you to witneſs that I have no hand in detaining the 


lady who is plaiſed to favour us with her company 


« againſt her own conſent, gra. 


HAULYARD, V 
May hap you may truſt to your ſhoal water if you 
do you're taken all aback, brother: for, lieutenant 


Lyon commands a tender of twelve guns and fifty ſtout. 


hands, that draws leſs than this here frigate by the 


ſtreak; and—heh !—agad | yonder ſhe comes round the 


point with a flowing fail—b'w'ye Monſcer Champig- 


non; all hands to quarters; up with your white rag; J 
doubt my officer and I will taſte ſome of your ſoupe 
_ meagre by that time you pipe to dinner. [Lit 


O SCENE 


* 
|: 
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CHAMPIGNON, OCLABBER, MACLAYMORE, BRUSH, 


CHAMPIGNON. | 
Mort de ma vie! je ne vous attendois pas ſitot, 3 
quelle core faut i] que je me tourne ? ſacrebleu ! (ade. 


Mleſſicurs, I demand your conſeil; you proteſt againſt 


my conduite; if you tink me ave done de injuſtice, you 


vil find me tout a fait raiſonable; we render Made- 


moiſelle to de Englis ; for I juge it bien mal a- propos to 


engage de enemi, wen de ſpirit of contradiction reign 


among ourſelves, 
. oOCLABB ER. 
Faith and troth ! my dear, the contradiction is all 


over; you have nothing to do but to ſtation your men; 
and as for Mr. Maclaymore and my own ſhelf, the Eng- 


Iiſh cannon may make our legs and arms play at logger- 
heads in the air, honey; but we'll ſtand by you for the 


gra. „ 
MACLAYMORE. 


Never faſh your noddle about me: conſcience! I'ſe no 
de the firſt to cry barley. 1 | e 


OCLAB B ER. 


Enſign Maclaymore, I order you to go and take poſ- 


ſeſſion of the forecaſtle with your diviſion, honey. I 


wiſh they may ſtand fire till you're all knock'd o'tbe 
head, gra; but, I'm afraid they're no better than dung- 
hills; for they were raiſed from the Canaille of Paris. — 
And now ['Il go and put the young lady below water, 
where ſhe may laugh in her own ſleeve, gra; for if the 
ſhip ſhould be blown up in the engagement, ſhe is no 
more than a paſſerger you know; and then ſhe'll be re- 


leaſed without ranſom, 
BRUSH. 


| God bleſs you, captain Oclabber, for your generoſity 
to my poor lady: I was ordered by my maſter to give 
her cloſe attendance; and tho' I have a great curioſity to 


ſee the battie, Miſs Harriet muſt by no means be left 
alone, [Exeunt Oclabber, Maclaymore and Bruſh. 
| | | SCENE 


* 


glory of France, in ſpite of the devil and all his works, 


* 
| 
i 
: 


. ð zv 


HFolloa ! 


before they died. 
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SCENE Xl. 


CHAMPIGNON., 


Ventre ſaingris! que ferai-je? Je me ſens tout em- 


brouille—ces autre Anglois ſont fi precipites! que 
diable les etouffe. Allons! Aux armes! matelots—mes 
enfan:! chardon—chifon—ortie—fumiere—Vhibou—la 
faim—allons—vite, vite—aux armes | ; 
[4 crew of tatterdemalions running up and down the deck 
in confuſion — the noiſe of cannon and muſquetry. | 
Ah mon bon dieu ! ayez pitie de moi encore—qu” on 
m' apporte de l'eau de vie. Ah miſerable pecheur l— je 
ſuis mort I je ſuis enterre !—ah ! voila aſſez mes enfans 
—ceſſez—deſiſtez—il faut amener—Monſieur O-claw- 


bear lieutenant O-claw-bear— 


SCENE XIL 


ocL ABBER. | 
behind the Scenes. 


CHAMPIGNON. 
Laiſſez - laiſſez — leave off your fire de ennemi be too 
ſtrong—we ave abaiſſée le drapeau-I command you 
„„ ß Eo „ 
0A. 
| Leave off ! arrah for what? 

3  CHAMPIGNON. 

De ennemi vil accord no quartier. 

„„ oO LABBE A. 
Devil burn your quarter what ſignifies quarter 
when we're all kill'd? The men are lying along the 


deck like ſo many paiſe; and there is ſuch an abominable 


ſtench, gra—by my ſaoul ! I believe they were all rotten 


5 [ coming upon the ſtage. 
F 2 LE Gs Arrah 
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Arrah mon deaul ! I believe the Engliſh have made a 
compact with the devil to do ſuch execution; for m 
enſign has loſt all his men too but the piper, and they 
two have cleared the forecaſtle ſword in hand. 


B RUSH, 
in great trepidation, 


O Lord ! Mr. Oclabber, your enſign is playing the 


devil—hacking and hewing about him like a fury; for 
the love of God interpoſe, my maſter is come aboard, 
and if they ſhould meet there will be murder. 


„nen. 
By my ſaoul! I know he has a regard for Mr. Heart- 


Iy, and if he kills him it will be in the way of friendſhip, 


honey—howſomever, if there's any miſchief done, III 
go and preve ent it. | 


T Exit Oclabber, 


SCENE XII. 


8 ol 3 LIEUT. LYON, REAR TI, HAULYARD, 


BRUSH), BLOCK, AND ENGLISH SAILORS, 


CHAMPIGNON. 


{throwing himſelf en his knees and preſenting his ford. 
Ah! miſericorde, Mon, Artlie, quartier—quartier, 


pour Pamour de Dieu! 
HEARTLY. 


I have no time to mind ſuch trifles—where is my 
Hart rriet ? 


B RUS H. 


In ſhew y you the way to the poor olitary pigcon—Ah, : 


mater, this is a happy day! 5 
22 N and Bruſh, 
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SCENE XIV. 


OCLABBER, MACLAYMORE, LIEUTENANT LYON, 
HAULYARD, CHAMPIGNON, Ec. 


OC LAB B ER. | 
delivering his ſword, 


Gentlemen, your's is the fortune of the day. You 
- ought to be kind to us, for we have given you very little 


trouble. -Qur commander there, is a very ſhivil perſon, 
gra; he don't turſt after the blood of his enemy. As 
for the ſoldiers, I ſhall ſay nothing; but upon my ſaoul! 
now they're the nimbleſt dead men I ever ſaw in the days 
of my lite | about two minutes agone they were lying 


like ſo many ſlaughtered ſheep, and now they are all 


ſcamper'd off about their buſineſs. 
FE MACLAYMORE., TS 
As I fall anſwar it's a black burning ſhame! and I 


hope the king will order them to be decimated, that is, 


every tenth man to be hanged in terrorem. 
= OCLABBER. 
By my ſalvation ! if the king will take my advice, 


5 every ſingle man of them ſhall be decimated. 


SCENE THE LAST. 
To them HEARTLY, leading in HARRIET. | 


_ HEARTLY. 5 
[embracing Oclabber and Maclaymore, 


- *Seraemen, I'm heartily glad of having an opportunity 
to return, in ſome meaſure, the civilities you have ſhewn 


to this young lady. Mr. Lyon, I beg you'll order their 
{ſwords to be reſtored ; they were in no ſhape acceſlary to 


our grievances... 


OCLABBER, ts 
%%%; receiving his ſword. 
Mr. Lyon, you're extraimly polite; and I hope | 


| hall never die till I have an opportunity to return the 


COm- 
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compliment. Madam, I wiſh you joy of our misfor. 
tune, with all my ſaoul. | 
LYON, 
Ta'r't uſed to make ſneeches, Madam, but I'm ve 
glad it was in my power to ſerve ſuch a fine lady, eſpe- 
cially as my old ichool-fellow, Heartly, is fo much con- 


cerned in your deliverance. As for this fair weather 


. ſpark, Monſieur de Champignon, if he can't ſhew a 
commiſſion authorizing him to make depredations on the 
Engliſh, I ſhall order him to be hoiſted up to the yard's 
arm by the neck as a pyrate ; but if he can produce his 


orders, he ſhall be treated as a priſoner of war, tho? not 


before he has reſtored what he pilfer'd from you and Mr. 
Heartly. | N | 
VVV 
At that rate I'm afraid I ſhall loſe an admirer. You 
ſce, Monſieur de Champignon, the old proverb fulfilled 
hanging and marriage go by deſtiny : y.t I ſhould be very 
ſorry to occaſion even the death of a ſinner. 

SE CHAMPIGNON, | | 
Madame, I implere your pitie and clemence; Mon- 
fieur Artlie, I am one pauvre miſerable not worth your 
revanche. 1 


Enter BL ock drunk, with a portmanteau on his ſhoulder. 
5 e eee, | 
Thus and no near—bear a hand my hearts— 


| [lays it down, opens it, tak's out and puts on 4 tawdry 


ſuit of Champignon's claaths. 


By your leave, Tinſey—Odds heart! theſe braces are fo 


taught, I muſt keep my yards ſquare, as the ſaying is. 
| 3 L YON. | 


| Block? 
„„ BLOCK. - 
All's fair plunder between decks—we ha'n't broke 


bulk, I'll aſſure you—ſtand clear I'll ſoon over-haul the 


reſt of the cargo. 


bas no more brains than a noddy, to leave the red ropes 
hanging over his ſtern, whereby the enemy may board 
. ((c 


Ahey hat the devil have we got here ? how now, | 


Mn [pulls out a long leather queue with red ribbons. 
What's here! the tiller of a monkey s' blood the fellow 


[The 
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[The next thing that appears, is a very coarſe canvas ſhirt 
with very fine lac d ruffles, 
This here is the right trim of a Frenchman—all ginger- 
bread work, flouriſh and compliment aloft, and all rags 
and rottenneſs alow. 
| [draws out a plume of feathers. 
Adzooks | this is Mlounſeer's vane, that like his fancy, 
veers with every puff to all the points of the compaſs — 
hark'ce, Sam—the nob muſt needs be damnably light 
that's rigg'd with ſuch a deal of feather. The French are 
ſo well ficdg'd no wonder they're fo ready to fly. 


[finds a pocket glaſs, a paper of rouge and Spaniſh wool, 


| with which he daubs his face. 
Swing the ſwivel-ey'd ſon of a whore! he fights under 
falſe colours like a pirate—here's a lubberly dog, he 
_ dares not ſhew his own face to the weather. 
ante Logs CHAMPIGNON. 
Ah! Monſieur de Belokke, ave compaſſion 
ON . BL Oc K. 

Don't be afraid, Frenchman—you ſee I have hoiſted 
your jacket, thof I ſtruck your enfign—we Engliſhmen 
never cut throats in cold blood: the beſt way of beating 
the French is to ſpare all their Shampinions—Odd's 
heart! I wou'd all their commanders were of your trim, 
brother; we'd ſoon have the French navy at Spithead. 

. L VON. þ 


But in the mean time I ſhall have you to the gangway, 


you drunken ſwab. 1 
Syvwab I did ſwab the forecaſtle clear of the enemy, 
that I mul ene. ; 
n 7 - 

None of your jaw, you lubber. 

. BLOCK, 
Lubber!—man and boy, twenty years.in the ſervice— 
Tubber !—Ben Block was the man that taught thee, 
Tom Lyon, to hand, reef, and ſteer—ſo much for the 
ſervice of old England—but go thy ways, Ben, thy 
_ timbers are crazy, thy planks are ſtarted, and thy bottom 


is foul—1 have ſeen the day when thou would'ſt have 


| ſhewn thy colours with the beſt o' un. 


LYON, 


632 „„ K „ 


— r 
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| 
| 
| 


water, miſtreſs, and be well ſcrubbed, d'ye fee- 
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L YON, 

Peace, porpuſs. 

BLOCK. 

I am a porpuſs; for I ſpout falt water, d'ye ſee. T1! 
be damn'd if grief and ſorrow ha'n't ſet my eye-pumps a 
going. 

| HARRIET. 

Come Mr. Block, I muſt make you friends with 

lieutenant Lyon As he has been your pupil, he muſt 


be an able navigator; and this is no time for our able 


ſeamen to fall out among themſelves. 
BLOCK, f 
Why, look ye here, miſtreſs, I muſt con feſs, as how, 
he's as briſk a ſeaman as ever greas'd a marlinſpike—T1I 
turn 'un a drift with e'er a he that ever reefed a foreſail— 
A will fetch up his leeway with a wet fail, as the ſaying 


 is—and as for my own part, d'ye ſee, I have ſtood by 


him with my blood—and my heart—and my liver, in all 


weathers—blow high—blow low. 


 HARRIET. 


Well, I hope you'll live to ſee and ſai] with him as an | 


admiral, 


| BLOC K. 6 
J doubt a muſt be hove down firſt, ked out "of the 


then a may to ſea when a wool, and hoiſt the union flag 


—— Stand clear, John F renchman——* The Royal 
7200 Sovereign of England will ride triumphant over the 


"= waves, as: the ſong goes. 
| L YON. 
And now for 1 you, Monſieur nn 
CHAMPIGNON. 


Monſieur Lionne, Pave not altogether contralified. 
but, perhaps, a littel exceeded my orders, which were to 


take one e Engliſh chaloupe for intelligence. 
HEART Lx. 


Well—I'm perſuaded Mr, Lyon will not be very 
ſevere in his ſcrutiny; ; and, to ſhew that we Engliſhmen 


can forgive injuries, and fight w:thout malice, give me 


your hand—I can't part with my miſtreſs ; but in other 
- es eee de n 8 humble ſervant. 


LYON. 
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LYON, | 
I was once taken by the French, who uſed me nobly. 
I'm a witneſs of their valour, and an inſtance of their 
politeneſs —but there are ag gen in every ſervice 
While France uſes us like friends, we will return her 
civilities : when ſhe breaks her treaties and grows inſo- 
lent we will drub her over to her good behaviour 
Jack Haulyard, you have got a ſong to the purpoſe that 

won't, I believe, be diſagreeable to the company. 


8 O N G. 


. 
Behold! my brave Britons, the fair ſpringi "op 
Fill a benny and toſs off your lafſes : * 
Buſs and part with your frolickſome laſſes; 
Then aboard and unfurl the wide flowing ſail. 
CHORUS, 


While Britiſh oak beneath us rolls, | 
And Engliſh courage fires our ſouls, 
To crown our toils, the fates decree 
The wealth and empire of the ſea. 
Our canvas and cares to the winds we diſplay, 
Life and fortune we cheerfully venture; 
And we laugh, and we quaff, and we banter ; 
Nor think of to-morrow while ſure of to-day. 
| CHORUS 
While Britiſh oak, &c. 
i» | III. 3 
The ſtreamers of France at a diſtance appear 
We muſt mind other muſick than catches; 
Mann our quarters, and handle our matches; 
Our cannon produce, and for battle prepare. 
3 CHORUS. 
While Britiſh oak, &c. 

| VVV 
Engender'd in ſmoke and deliyer'd in flame, 
Britiſh vengeance rolls loud as the thunder! 
Let the vault of the ſæy burſt aſunder, 
So victory follows with riches and fame, . 
5 | 5 | „ — ꝶ 82 CHORUS. 
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CHORUS. 
While Britiſh oak beneath us rolls, 
And Engliſh courage fires our ſouls ; 
To crown our toils the fates decree 


The wealth and empire of the. ſea. 


2 


— — * 


The following SONG has been occaſionally introduced, inſlead of 
the preceding one. N 


Come, chear up, my lads, tis to glory we ſteer, 
To add ſomething new to this wonderful year; 


To honour we call you, not preſs you like ſlaves; 


For who are ſo free, as we ſons of the waves ? 


CHORUS. „„ 
Heart of oak are our ſhips, heart of oak are our men, 
We always are ready, 
Steady, boys, ſteady; 


We'll fight and we'll conquer again, and again. 


* 


We ne'er fee our foes, but we wiſh them to ſtay 5 l 


They never ſee us, but they wiſh us away ; 


If they run, why we follow, and run them aſhore, 
For if they won't fight us, we cannot do more. 


They ſwear they'll invade us, theſe terrible foes, | 


_ They'll frighten our women, and children and beaus. 
But ſhould their flat-bottoms in darkneſs get o'er, 
Still Britons they'll find, to receive them aſhore. 


| We'll fill make them run, and we'll fill make them 


__ ſweat, VE 


In ſpite of the devil, and Bruſſels Gazette; 
Then cheer up, my lads, with one voice let us ſing, 
Our ſoldiers, our ſailors, our ſtateſmen, and king. 


— 1 4 oy . . — 4 | | 
. a ra 4 » 


Rs "FIND , 


E P IL O G U E. 
Spoken by Mis MACK LIN. | 


YE—now I can with pleaſure look around, 

Safe as I am, thank Heaven, on Engliſh ground —. 
In a dark dungeon to be flow'd away, 
Midi roaring, thund"ring, danger and diſmay : 
Expos'd to fire and water, ſtword and bullet — 
Might damp the heart of any Virgin pullet — 
I ar Fad to think what might have come to paſs, 


* 


per 


Had not the Britiſh Lyon 122 the Gallic Aſs — 


By Champignon a wretched victim led 

T cloiſler d cell, or more deteſted bed. 

My days in pray'r and fafting I had ä 
s nun or wife, alike a penitent. 


His gallantry, fo confident and eager, 


Had prov d a meſs of delicate ſoupe—maigre : 
To bootleſs longings I had l len a martyr : 


But, Heaw'n be prais'd, the Frenchman caught a Tartar 
Yet ſoft—our author's fate you muſt decree: 


Shall he come ſafe to pert, or fink at ſea ? 


Your ſentence, fweet or bitter, ſaft or ſore 
Floats his aid, or runs it bump afbore.— — 


Le wits above refirain your awful thunder : 


In his firſt cruiſe, "twere pity he ſhould founder, [Te 0 the all : 


Safe from your ſhot he fears no other foe, 
Nor gulph, but that which horrid yawns below. [To the " | 
The braveſt chiefs, ev'n Hannibal and Cato, 

Have here been tam d with ——pippin and potatoe. 


Our bard embarks in a more chriſtian cauſe, 


He craves not mercy ; but he claims applauſe. 


His pen againſt the hoſtile French is drawn, 
| Who damns him, is no Antigallican. 


Indulg d with fav ring gales and ſmiling . 
Hereafter he may board a richer prize. 


But F this welkin angry clouds deform, 


[Looking round the houſe. 


1 hollow groans portend the approaching florm: 
Should the deſcending ſhow'rs of hail redouble, ¶ To the gall 


And theſe reugh billows hiſs, and boil and bubble, LI. 0 the pit. 


Hell launch no mare on ſuch fell ſeas 7 trouble, 


——— — a 9s 19) 
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